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Summary: She whipped around and glared at him, drawing her wand from 
her bag and pointed it at him. He was only a few feet away, and 
lifted his hands seemingly in surrender, a cold smile playing across 
his lips. She broke the distance between them and stabbed his neck 
with her wand, craning her head up to look him dead in the eyes. "It 
would do you well Malfoy... To mind your tongue." 


1 . Chapter 1 

Disclaimer: I don't own a darn thing! 

Hermione stood out looking her bedroom window at the burrow. Below 
her, gaggles of people were scattered around the lawn. Some set up 
tents magically, while others chatted in their finest robes. She saw 
Ginny moving around tables with her wand, when she looked up to the 
window. Hermione jumped and left, pacing back and forth until she 
caught a glimpse of herself in the full length mirror. 

The dress was truly gorgeous. It was the same dress Molly had worn to 
her wedding, and her mother before her. It hung over her 
shoulders , with a delicate white bodice leading to a ruffled skirt. 
Hermione had dreamed of a dress like this when she was little. _Just 
like a princess_, she thought. 

Eluer had pinned her hair halfway up into a bun, allowing the bottom 
part of her hair to fall into soft curls down her back. Tonks had 
done her make up, with a light shimmery gold eyeshadow and simple had 
never looked more beautiful. 

And yet, we had never felt more worse. 

Something within her was bubbling, making her anxious. Molly had said 
it was normal. "Oh dear, it's just pre-wedding jitters! The day I 
married Arthur, well... I'm just glad that dress doesn't have sweat 
stains all over it!" 



But it was something more than just being anxious. Ron had been her 
best friend for seven years. They had been through so much together. 
So much had happened to lead her where she was today. She loved him. 
She loves him so much it made her whole body ache. Some nights she 
just laid there, staring at his sleeping form, loving every flaw and 
imperfection. And now, she was marrying Ronald Weasley in an hour. 

She was going to be Mrs. Hermione Weasley. 

Just saying the same made her get a funny taste in her mouth. She 
could feel herself breaking into a cold sweat. She needed to find 
Harry . 

Harry had always been her rock. The brother she never had. When they 
spent the year hunting horcruxes, no matter how stressful or scared 
she became, he was always there. He'd tell her a joke, or simply lend 
his shoulder to cry on, but no matter what he was there. She needed 
to hear him say not to worry, that she was just overreacting. 

She bolted out of the room, heading towards the upper level where his 
room was. Ever since Bellatrix had destroyed the previous burrow 
home, the Weasley 's had expanded to make room for the already large 
family and their constant guests. She lifted the bottom of her dress 
as she practically ran up the stairs, finally making it to Harry's 
door . 

She flung it open without knocking, looking around frantically. 

His bed remained unmade, a few articles of clothing scattered around 
the floor. Normally she'd scold him for leaving his area in such 
disrepair, but it didn't matter now. He wasn't there. 

She kept on her journey upward towards Ron's room. He was supposed to 
be downstairs anyway, maybe Harry needed to borrow something. He had 
to be in there. He just had to. She needed just to have this feeling 
go away. He would make it go away. Her bare feet made only light 
patters on the floor, and she threw open Ron's door in 
desperation . 

There was a flurry of movement and objects falling. Hermione tried to 
focus her eyes but she saw all that she needed to see with the two 
people she had not expected to be in the room. Neither one was 
Harry . 

Lavender brown grabbed a sheet and covered her naked body as Ron fell 
off the bed, hastily pulling up his dress pants. His eyes were wide 
with fear. Hermione felt herself swaying in the doorframe, trying her 
hardest just to make the room be still. 

"Mione. I-" 

She found her voice, miraculously surprising the bile that threatened 
to come up. 

"Don't call me that." She whispered. 

It felt like eternity was passing but it was merely seconds. Behind 
her the rough steps of someone following her behind the stairs came 
closer and closer. 



"Hermione! Hermione are you up here? Come on you know it's bad luck 
to see the bride-" 

Harry came up behind her and into the room's view. His shirt was 
still untucked, and his red tie hung lazily around his neck. Hermione 
moved from the door and looked away from Ron and lavender, her eyes 
starting to swell with tears. The feeling of dread she had been 
stewing in all morning came splashing down on her like cold water. 

She loved him. She loved him. And here he was, the day of their 
wedding, in bed with another woman. 

"Ron?! What the bloody hell is this?!" Harry's kind eyes were 
replaced with fury that his glasses only seemed to magnify. His thick 
brows knitted together in a scowl. Lavender squeaked behind her 
sheet, darting her eyes back and forth between rob and Harry. 

Ron had managed to zip up his trousers and was running his hands 
through his shaggy red hair. Hermione had backed up to the banister 
of the stairs, looking at him in agony. 

She loved him. 

She loved him. 

"I don't know.. I don't know.. It just sort of happened. She came up 
to my room and..." 

Hermione couldn't hear another moment. She bolted down the stairs, 
not even caring about the dress or tearing it. 

"Hermione!" Harry yelled above her. 

She ran the two flights down and flew open her door, grabbing her 
wand and belongings. She threw them all into her extendable bag and 
kept going. 

Molly was in the kitchen, placing the final touches on the cake. It 
was 7 tiers tall, one for every year they knew each other. She had 
charmed it so that golden and ruby sparkles rained down over the 
little figurines of her and Ron on top. It was everything she had 
ever dreamed of. 

She came to a stop when she saw Molly, who turned in surprise which 
grew into concern at Hermione 's now flowing tears. 

"Hermione!" She tossed her wand on the table. "Hermione? Dear, what's 
wrong? " 

She could hear people coming down the stairs. 

Harry knew. Harry saw it. And that made it all more real. But how 
could she stay around now? How could she talk about it when he was 
still just a few floors above them? How would she tell every one 
outside, their friends and family what had just occurred. 

"Hermione! Wait!" 


Harry was almost there. She snapped her head up and saw him bounding 
down, only a floor above her. 



Hermione ran outside, using the exit closest away from the gathering 
of people. She picked up the dress and looked behind her. From a 
distance she could see Professor McGonagall, who was watching her in 
confusion. She wished she could explain. She wished she could confide 
in the teacher she had admired and respected for so long. No doubt it 
would look like she had cold feet. But at the moment Hermione just 
couldn't face it. She ran to the thicket surrounding the house when 
she heard Harry calling again. 

"Hermione! Please wait!" 

She flipped around and felt the fabric work against her legs, causing 
her to fall. She tried to tangle them free when she saw harry running 
towards her, Molly Weasley and now professor McGonagall behind him. 
She couldn't take it. She couldn't be here. 

She had loved him. 

So without a second of hesitation, she squeezed her eyes shut and 
snapped her fingers, apparating as far as she could go. 

She cracked into reality once more, her dress still twisted and 
disheveled. She was in an dirty alleyway deep in London. She finally 
untangled herself and slowly came to her feet. She felt a wetness and 
realized she had landed in some kind of puddle, muddy brown water 
stained her side, and she began to weep. All the emotions she was 
holding back came all at once. The horrible feeling she had all week. 
She felt something was coming, but never this. She loved him. 

Her mind tormented her by replaying the scene over and over. She saw 
Ronald huffing into her. She saw his passion unfolding into someone 
else. They were supposed to experience it together, for the first 
time. But how many times had it happened? How long had she been in 
the dark? 

She distractedly made her way down the alley, knowing it well by 
heart to even need to concentrate. She let the train of the dress 
drag along the filthy streets . She didn't even care anymore. The 
soft light of the sunset led her into the city again, and she saw the 
familiar sight into view. 

To a normal passerby it would look like an abandoned building. But 
any wizard in London knew the famous pub. She crossed over without 
even bothering to look for cars. She'd gladly welcome an end to it 
all. Sadly, nothing came into contact with her, and she walked into 
the leaky cauldron. 

It looked the same as it always had, despite previous renovation. The 
dining room was dimly lit, but already bustling with its' normal 
patrons. A few wizards looked up from their game of exploding snap 
and eyed her curiously, but she waltzed in and headed straight for 
the bar top. 

She lifted herself onto the stool and looked around for Tom the inn 
keeper. He was down the bar talking to a rather decrepit looking 
wizard and but looked up towards her. He seemed to have recognized 
her and hobbled over, smiling a toothy grin. 


"Ah, miss granger! What can I do you for." 



"A double shot of whisky, please tom." 

She wiped under her eyes and tried to look as normal as possible. She 
felt the entire room quiet slightly and their stares burned into her 
back. Tom simply nodded, and conjured out a glass and bottle. 

"This is our finest firewhisky, miss granger. Over a hundred years 
old-" 

Hermione grabbed the glass from him and shot it back, the liquid 
stinging her throat. She pushed it forward again towards him. He 
raised his eyebrows and poured another, which she shot back again. 
After her fourth he tapped the top of the tumbler. 

"Gotta get some food in you if you're gonna be drinking like that, 
miss . " 

Hermione was too weak willed, and now drunk, to argue with him. He 
walked away and she stared at the glass. She wondered what was 
happening at the burrow now. Even though she managed to escape she 
still left humiliated. 

"Poor Hermione!" They'd say. She couldn't handle being pitied. She'd 
rather be judged than pitied. 

She wondered where Harry was. She felt guilty for not saying anything 
to him. If there was anyone she wanted to see, it was him. 

Tom returned with a plate of stew and potatoes. She thanked him 
quietly and began to pick at it. 

"So, just in for the drink, miss?" Tom leaned in towards her, as to 
avoid the eavesdroppers. She looked up sadly and put down her 
fork . 

"Do you have any rooms available?" She barely whispered. 

Tom reached into his pocket and pulled out a key, sliding it over to 
her hand. 

"Don't worry dear. Stay as long as you like. No charge." 

Hermione began to protest when he pushed her plate towards 
her . 

"Eat . " 

He made her a water and walked back towards the elderly wizard, 
leaving her alone with her thoughts once again. 

She had began to eat slowly, but it proved difficult. Every bite 
seemed to make her feel ill. Her mind kept replaying the same thing 
over and over. Her view of herself in the mirror. Ron running his 
hands through his hair. Harry's face as she apparated away. 

"Well, well, well. If it isn't granger. Or, is it weasleby now?" A 
familiar voice drawled. But it couldn't be. It was too deep. He 
couldn't be here. He couldn't see her now, like this. 

She kept her eyes on her barely touched food, which had gone cold 



with the hours passing by. She felt someone slide into the stool next 
to her, and she could smell him. He always smelled the same. Like 
fresh mowed grass, parchment, and something strong, like light 
sweat . 

Please don't let it be him. 

"Well, probably not Weasley by the look of it. So what happened, 
granger? Cold feet?" 

She slammed her fork down and glared to her right. It was him. Draco 
Half oy . 

Although it had only been a year since she last saw him, he looked 
different. He had filled out from his previous scrawny form, no doubt 
from the position he got as seeker for the Falmouth Falcons. He was 
no longer sickly pale, but slightly tan. His blonde hair had grown 
out considerably, almost daring to go into his steely grey eyes. His 
face was strong and mature, and Hermione couldn't help but let her 
gaze wonder down to his thick lips, which were set in the usual smirk 
she saw him with. 

She got control of herself and grabbed the keys Tom had left her, 
throwing a few gallons on the counter even though she was told it was 
free of charge, and gave Draco a pointed look before making her way 
to her room. She ignored the stares of the other patrons who 
whispered behind their hands. She didn't know any of these people, 
well, besides Draco. But she didn't want to think of them. She just 
wanted to get out of the dress. 

She briskly walked down the hallway. Room 8B. She glanced at the 
passing door, 2B. She was so close. Almost there. 

"Granger ! " 

She heard his voice again, but didn't falter, instead walking faster 
almost at a jog. 

"Come on, granger! You can't run forever! Can't say I blame you 
though ! " 

5B ... 6B . . . 

"So what happened?! Weasel saw you in that hideous dress and left you 
at the alter?" 

She whipped around and glared at him, drawing her wand from her bag 
and pointed it at him. He was only a few feet away, and lifted his 
hands seemingly in surrender, a cold smile playing across his lips. 
She broke the distance between them and stabbed his neck with her 
wand, craning her head up to look him dead in the eyes. 

"It would do you well Malfoy... To mind your tongue." 

Her voice was low and deadly, articulating each word so deliberately 
that she briefly sounded like snape. Even Draco slightly faltered at 
her words, his face dropping and his eyebrow raised. She dropped her 
wand and ran all the way to her room, shoving the key in and slamming 
the door behind her. 



The room was simple and cozy. There was an old rug , a peeling white 
dresser, and a large canopy bed made up with a soft blue down 
comforter. She frantically began to pull off the dress, sobs 
beginning to build with each passing moment. She had imagined this 
night, taking off this dress and being with him for the first time. 
She imagined he'd be gentle and sweet. He'd kiss her all over and 
told her he loved her. 

She ripped off the garter belt in disgust, hurling it across the 
room. All she wore was her bra and underwear, but she couldn't wait 
another minute. She pulled back the comforters and buried herself in 
her sadness, letting the tears flow in heavy streams until she 
finally fell asleep. 

So what do you think? Let me know! 


2 . Another day 

Sunshine seeped through the thin curtains, basking the room in 
warmth. The objects around the room no longer cashed shadows, but 
stood proudly in the mid morning glow. A large grandfather clock in 
the corner chimed as the hands hit 10 AM, and Hermione finally let 
her eyes open. Her pupils adjusted to the light, and taking a quick 
sweep of her surroundings she realized that it was all real. 

Yesterday had come and gone, and the deep sinking feeling in her 
heart returned. It radiated through her veins with every heart beat, 
and soon her entire body felt broken. 

She had dreamt of him, of their wedding. She came down the stairs and 
Harry walked her down the aisle, just as they had planned. He was 
there, waiting for her. A lily pinned to his jacket. His crimson hair 
glimmering in the setting sun. The enchanted fireflies swaying all 
around him. He was smiling at her, the same goofy smile he always 
had. The smile she'd never wanted to see again, but already sorely 
missed . 

She dreamt of their wedding night. The moon masking everything in a 
dull blue light. He kissed her and held her close. She could almost 
smell him. She loved him. 

It all felt so real, but it was just a dream. 

She remained in bed for the rest of the morning, only finally leaving 
to use the restroom. Leaning over the sink she splashed her face with 
cool water and raised herself up to look at herself. 

Her eyes were red and puffy from crying. Her hair was still somewhat 
in its formal form, a few hairs straying from the bun. She ripped out 
the hair tie and shook it out, as if to erase it from ever happening. 
She felt soiled. She reeked from the cold sweats. Removing the fancy 
bra and panty set she bought, she made her way to the 
shower . 

Turning the faucets on full heat, she gingerly stepped in. Her body 
began to finally relax, each muscle gradually releasing its bind to 
her bones. She stayed there until the water came cold, then she 
muttered a wandless heating charm and stayed longer. She wanted to 
cleanse her soul, to baptize her fate. Everything was going to be 
different now. It was time to start over. 



But where would she go? 


Since the end of the war they had all lived at the burrow. Harry had 
been given rights to the property at grimmauld place, but he refused 
to move until the place had been removed of curses and enchantments, 
which proved difficult. She and Ron had been saving, well more her, 
for a cottage. It was supposed to be perfect, with a green lawn and a 
white picket fence. They would have coffee and tea every morning in 
their breakfast nook. She'd make supper with vegetables from their 
garden. She'd learn to knit and make mittens for him when it became 
cold. They'd gather firewood together and roast marshmallows for 
their hot 'd fall asleep together, in their quaint little home and 
their quaint little life. It was perfect. Her plan was perfect. 

"So much for plans." She sighed to herself. 

Her skin had began to prune and swell with water, so she reluctantly 
left the shower and wrapped a towel around herself. She came to the 
unmade bed and set herself on the edge, propping her elbows on her 
knees . 

She had read about the stages of grief in a psychology book after 
Sirius had died. The first stage was denial and isolation. That felt 
about right. She longed to camp deep in a cave, or bury herself deep 
in the sand like a crab. She wanted so badly to simply obliviate her 
mind. But it just kept questioning her. 

Why? Why does it hurt so badly? 

Because she loved him. 

The room felt like it was engulfing her. The walls were closing in. 
She began to take deep breaths, just praying something would get to 
her lungs. She fell to the floor and grabbed her bag. She needed to 
get out of this room. 

Grabbing a simple pair of jeans and a grey jumper, she hurriedly 
dressed. Anywhere but this room. She just needed to move, to breathe 
fresh air, to feel alive. 

She left the room and headed to the bar area, giving Tom a polite nod 
and small smile, and headed for diagon alley. 

The late afternoon air was sweet and comforting. Much of the alley 
had been rebuilt and small crowds rummaged through the shops. She 
couldn't help but smile at the small children playing with tiny 
brooms and toys. She wondered around aimlessly, silently resenting 
the happy people. 

Eventually she made her way to Bourish and Botts. Just the sight of 
books gave her comfort. Their endless pages giving hope and facts, 
wild stories and dreams. She ran her fingertips along the spines, 
hearing the whispers of the words within. She found herself in the 
non fiction section deep in the back of the store. There was a comfy 
looking chair set up as a reading nook. She grabbed a few novels that 
looked interesting and settled in, allowing herself to finally break 
free from the harshness of the past 24 hours. She fell deep into her 
mind, letting the sentences play pictures across her thoughts. 



She had to have stayed for hours, as the sun had already set and the 
shop was lit dimly with floating candles. Approaching steps broke her 
out of her trance as a middle aged witch came around the corner with 
a pile of books. 

"Oh! I'm sorry dear I had no idea anyone was back here!" She smiled 
warmly at Hermione. She couldn't help but smile back meekly. The 
witch dropped off the books on a nearby table. 

"We're actually closing up now, love. Can I help you with anything 
beforehand? " 

Hermione gathered her things and kept a few books with her. 

"I'm sorry, I guess I just got lost in everything. May I purchase 
these? " 

The witch nodded and smiled. 

After she purchased five more books to add to her collection, 

Hermione had finally felt good. She held them close like an infant, 
and walked slowly back to the Inn. Maybe everything would be okay. 

She did have enough money saved to get her own place. Then maybe 
she'd look into the job the ministry had offered her. Kingsley said 
she could have any position she wanted. She could start over. Fresh. 
Without him. . . 

"Hmm. I thought you were changing with all those shots you had last 
night. But here you are again, books as usual. Tell me. Granger, do 
you ever get bored of yourself?" 

It was that voice again. Oh, please. Not know. Today was ending so 
well . 

Draco Malfoy came up beside her just as she made it to the Leaky 
Cauldron. She gripped the books tighter to her chest, refusing to 
acknowledge him. 

"So you're staying here another night, huh? Things must not be going 
well at home." 

She couldn't stop herself as she turned to him. Her face was set in a 
deep glare. 

"Don't you have a manor that you could be creeping about?" 

He smiled at her, taking one of her books and inspected it 
disinterestedly . 

"I have many properties that I can grace with the honor of my 
presence . " 

Hermione scoffed and rolled her eyes. Grace with his presence. How 
can this boy- well, man now- be so completely self involved even 
after everything he's been through? 

"That's lovely." She responded simply, and pushed past him to make 
her way up the stairs. 

"Miss Granger!" Tom the innkeeper came towards her. He limped only 



slightly, but Hermione met him halfway as he handed her a few 
envelopes. "These arrived for you by owl earlier on. " 

Hermione nodded and tucked them into her books, not wanting to give 
Draco any further insight to her life. 

She made her way back towards the stairs when she heard him 
again . 

"So when are you going to tell me what happened?" 

She stopped midway up the staircase and looked back at him. 

"And why would I ever do that, Malfoy?" 

He looked up from the bottom and began to slowly step towards her. 
Tingles began to melt down her body as he stared at her, his hard 
gaze freezing her in place. He pulled out a paper from his back 
pocket, brandishing it in front of her. "I suppose you wouldn't 
really need to. It was all over the prophet this morning." 

All the blood had left Hermione's face. She began to feel queazy. It 
only took a few minutes for her whole world to fall apart, and 
apparently only a few hours for the rest of it to be exposed. Draco 
flipped the paper to the front headline: 

**WAR HEROINE HERMIONE GRANGER ** **BETRAYED ON THE ALTER** 

It was the pictures that sent her over the edge. 

The first had been Hermione running in her dress. It was taken from 
behind her, so presumably a Prophet journalist had been present among 
the guests. The second was of Ron. He was holding his hands above his 
face to hide himself from the spotlight. 

Hermione scoffed. That would be the first time. 

But looking closer at it made her stomach drop. Ron's other hand was 
extended behind him, and hidden slightly from view was unmistakably 
Lavender Brown. 

She was with him. Maybe even now. Maybe this was all apart of their 
plan . 

Hermione began to shake. Images of Ron and lavender flooded her mind 
once more. She was hyperventilating. Draco dropped the paper and was 
looking at her intently, any kind of maliciousness fading away. His 
expression snapped her back into the moment, and she closed her eyes 
to calm herself down. Using all her strength she inhaled, keeping her 
voice as steady as she could. 

"Well, obviously Malfoy, you already know. So if you feel the need to 
bother yourself with my problems, you're welcome to read your 
paper . " 

She turned on her heel and left without another word. Once out of 
view she completely lost it, running to her room door and closed the 
door quickly behind her. Her books dropped to the floor with a thud 
as she slid down the door. She covered her eyes with her hands, her 
warm tears pooling out. She had never, in her whole life, felt so 



humiliated. It was all over for everyone to see. They all knew. 
Everyone knew now. She'd never escape this nightmare. It would go 
down in archives , future generations would be able to easily stumble 
upon it while researching for a school paper. 

She let her cries subside on their own, not wanting to waste energy 
suppressing it anymore. Her face felt raw from the salty distress. In 
the near distance she saw a pile on the floor of the dress, forgotten 
and discarded. Just like her. They were one in the same. 

The envelopes Tom had given her slid out of the books from when they 
fell. Hermione leaned forward and grabbed them. She immediately 
recognized Harry's handwriting and tore the letter 
open . 

_Hermione,_ 

_ I can't even begin to think of what to say to you. I'm trying to 
wrap my mind around it myself. I hope you're okay._ 

_ I know you're not, but please, just be safe for me. I don't know 
where you went after but please just send me something so I know 
you're alright. I can't imagine you'd want to talk to anyone right 
now. But if you need me I'll be there in a second, where ever you 
are . _ 

_I love you, _ 

_Harry_ 

She gave a small smile and hugged the parchment as if it was Harry 
himself. She wiped her cheeks and reached for the other letter. This 
one was from Ginny no doubt. Her hand writing looked carved into the 
note angrily. 

_Hermione,_ 

_I cannot believe what an utter IMBECILE my brother is. The second 
mum found out she kicked him and that slag out. Nearly everyone 
wanted to kick his ass. We haven't heard from him at all and I'm 
GLAD. Hermione, you are one of my best friends and you deserve so 
much better than that. Write to me if you need ANYTHING. 


_Love,_ 

_Ginny_ 

Hermione couldn't help but feel pleased at the anger towards Ron. She 
imagined his fearful expression as the Weasley clan surrounded him. 
She placed the parchment aside and reached for the final inquiry, 
which to her surprise had a Hogworts seal. 

She broke it and pulled out a single piece of parchment, accio-ing a 
candle and hunched forward to read. 

_Miss Granger, _ 

_ I am deeply sorry for the events that happened to you yesterday. I 
have to admit it came as quite a shock and I am thoroughly 



disappointed in the other party involved. You have been one of my 
absolute favorite students and I can't imagine the kind of fool who 
would so carelessly give up such a wonderful person. However, I have 
seen you triumph over great obstacles, and I have no doubt in my mind 
that you will continue to persevere. _ 

_ I would like to formally extend an invitation to join our staff at 
Hogworts school of witchcraft and Wizardry as a Transfiguration 
professor. Upon acceptance we will give you a salary, as well as room 
and board in Hogworts if you chose. The academic year begins as usual 
on September Irst, but you're welcome to come sooner if you so 
desire. Please give your response at your earliest convenience ._ 

_I look forward to seeing you advance and achieve many great things 
regardless of your decision. _ 

_Signed, _ 

_Minerva McGonagall _ 

_Headmistress _ 

She sat there in awe, re-reading the letter several times. 

This was it. This was what she needed to do. She had always dreamed 
of teaching at Hogworts and now she had the opportunity. She missed 
the castle, the endless halls and history. She'd start over there. 
New. Fresh. 

She quickly grabbed a new sheet of parchment and her quill, giving 
her response to McGonagall before answering Harry and Ginny's 
letters. This was it. This was her chance . 

Thank you guys so much for reading and your reviews! I feel a little 
more in tune with this story than my other current in progress. I'd 
love to hear your thoughts! I'm thinking next chapter of giving a 
little more insight on Draco's end. :) much love! Xx 


3. The Mistake 
Another day had come. 

Despite the exciting news from the day before, Hermione's world was 
still in shambles. 

She had dreamt of Ron again. 

It was the day he proposed to her. They were at the shell shack 
cottage. A little get away after the war. Harry and Ginny had joined 
them. They spent the week playing at the beach and sleeping in as 
late as they would allow themselves. The boys would go flying while 
Hermione and Ginny stayed and made necklaces from conch shells they 
found on the shore break. They all wanted the same thing, to 
forget . 

One evening she went with Ron for a walk on the beach. The ocean 
twinkling from the setting sun. She felt Ron's hand slide into hers, 
and a tingly sensation shot down her body. She looked up at him, his 
hair wind blown and his cheeks red from the salt 



water . 


"Hermione? " 


"Yes?" 


He looked down at their joined hands. 

"You're my best friend." 

Hermione smiled. 

"And you're mine, Ron." 

He flipped her hand over, rubbing her fingers with his thumb. 

"I know- well, I know that we've only been official for a while.. But 
I've known you so long that it just feels... Right." 

Hermione 's heart began to beat wildly. She leaned forward and kissed 
his cheek, letting her free hand cup his face. 

"I feel the same way, Ron." 

He stepped in front of her, looking deep into her eyes. His were as 
blue as the sky. 

"I just, i know we're going to be friends forever, no matter what. 

But I don't want just that. I want it all with you, Hermione. And I 
don't think I can go another day." 

He dropped to one knee and Hermione gasped. 

"Will you marry me?" 

The dream shifted. Hermione looked around, trying to find Ron. She 
called out for him, when she realized she was at Hogworts again. She 
was in the great hall, which was filled with people. Some had their 
school robes on, while others were in suits and gowns. She tried to 
focus on something, anything. The head table appeared and Dumbledore 
stood, his eyes twinkling. 

"May I now pronounce, Mr. And Mrs. Weasley!" 

The crowd began to clap and she looked around for Ron, heading to the 
table. But as she drew closer, she saw Ron's hair begin to climb the 
stairs to the table. But he already had a bride. 

Lavender . 

She was wearing the wedding dress. The dress Molly was married in, 
and her mother before her. She smiled widely and waved at the crowd, 
before turning to Ron. He was looking at her adoringly, the same look 
he gave her when he proposed, and leaned in to kiss her. 

Hermione woke in a cold sweat. Even though she had slept her body 
felt exhausted. She let her breathing even out and rubbed her 
face . 


She had never felt so many conflicting feelings all at once. She was 



angry, angry that someone she trusted so much treated her as if she 
was nothing. He led her on. He made her believe it was forever. How 
stupid could she be? Even she knew nothing could last forever. 

She was scared of the future. Was there anything to be sure 
of ?Everything had been planned for years, even if they were in her 
day dreams. She had dreamt of being with 

But most of all, she felt a sadness beyond anything she'd ever felt. 

A sadness that ruined the taste of everything. It made the air was 
worse than Bellatrix carving mudblood in her arm. 

She looked down at the scar on her forearm, and her mind suddenly 
went to Draco. 

What was his deal, anyway? Of all the people to be at the Leaky 
Cauldron... And why? Malfoy flaunted his wealth to anyone and 
everyone. A place like the Leaky Cauldron seemed beneath him. And why 
the sudden interest in her personal affairs? Sure, he had picked on 
her when they were younger, but he did lie for them when she was 
captured. . . 

She ran her hand over the scar and sighed. Maybe she'd get a muggle 
tattoo to cover it. 

The clock chimed 8 am. Hermione glanced around the room, knowing 
there were things she needed to do before she left for Hogworts on 
Eriday, which was only two days away. Cn the dresser were Harry and 
Ginny's replies. They both wrote how furious they were with Ron. She 
had yet to mention her new job. She figured she'd tell them when 
they'd come to visit tomorrow. She was looking forward to seeing 
them. The past couple days had been lonelier than she'd 
expected . 

Giving herself motivation, Hermione made her way to the shower to get 
ready for the day. Doing every day mundane things became draining. 
Everything seemed to remind her of Ron. 

After her 45 minute shower she finally exited the bathroom, tying her 
robe around her waist when there was a knock at her door. 

She cautiously approached it, knowing full well Harry wouldn't come 
earlier. The main reason he put off coming sooner was because of the 
practice he had all day for the game that weekend. Hermione grabbed 
her wand and slowly opened the door. 

She couldn't help but gasp. 

"Hey. . . " 

He was there again. She could smell him. He seemed to naturally 
pollenate the scents of the burrow, Molly's cooking, the musty wood 
of the house, the poppies that grew in the garden. 

She stood frozen in the doorway. He had bags under his eyes from lack 
of sleep. His hair was disheveled, most likely from running his hands 
through it, a nervous habit he'd had since they were kids. He rubbed 
his elbow, looking at her shamefully. 


"What-what are you doing here, Ron?" 



From the expression on his face he didn't seem to know either, but 
didn't answer. 


"How did you know I was here?" She questioned again, drawing her robe 
tighter. The water was dripping down her legs and giving her the 
chills on top of the shock of seeing him. 

"I overheard Harry saying he was coming tomorrow. I just.. I had to 
see you. Can I... Can I come in?" 

Hermione hesitated, but stepped back so he could enter. 

He walked in slowly, looking around her room and her things. He made 
his way to her unmade bed and sat on the edge. His shoulders were 
slumped, his expression tormented. Hermione began to feel slightly 
sorry for him. 

She shut the door and sat next to him, picking lint off the 
comforter . 

"Hermione.. I'm so sorry." 

She looked up and saw his large blue eyes filling with tears. His 
heavy sobs broke her heart all over again. She felt her own beginning 
to water and she focused on the comforter again. She couldn't look at 
him. 

"I don't know why I'm such a fuck up." He sputtered, dropping his 
head in his hands. "I can't get anything right." 

Her hand instinctively came to his back and began rubbing it 
soothingly. Part of her hated herself. He deserved to feel horrible. 
But another part of her craved his presence. He was here. He was 
finally here. 

"Why did you love me?" He asked, wiping his nose on his sleeve. 

Her lip trembled as their eyes locked. 

"I- how could I not love you, Ronald? You were my best friend. I 
loved everything about you. Your humor, your smile, your heart. 
Everyday since I was eleven I woke up looking forward to seeing you. 

I still love you-" 

She was caught up by Ron's lips pressing against her fervently. It 
tasted salty from their crying. He lifted his hands to her face and 
pulled her closer. She was too weak to push him away. 

He kissed her with a passion unlike any time they'd ever kissed. His 
lips were tender and warm. She met him with an anguished desperation, 
letting him break away as he kissed her cheeks and down her neck. She 
gasped as he bit her collar bone, pushing her back on the bed and 
crawling on top of her. She ran her hands over his arms, kissing 
every bit of her that was close. He pulled apart her robe and studied 
her body, heatedly kissing lower and lower onto her breasts. Hermione 
whimpered slightly as he met her mouth again. He was fumbling with 
his pants. She turned and helped him pull them off while he bit her 
earlobe . 



What was she doing? 


_He cheated on you only two days ago. _ 

_At your wedding. _ 

Her thoughts left again as he pulled out his stiff member and began 
hurriedly running it on her slit. She was shaking slightly but he 
calmed her leaning down and wrapping his arm around her neck, the 
other grasping himself as he slowly slid in. 

Hermione hissed from the pain. He stopped for only a moment, then 
continued to enter her . He went deeper and deeper, her nails digging 
into his back and he moaned. He gradually began to pull out then in 
again, Hermione ' s grip on his shoulder blades lessening with each 
stroke. It was still painful, and it grew steadily worse as he began 
to buck into her wildly. 

"Ron.. Ron.." She whispered into his neck. 

He moaned and went harder. 

"Ron... I love you, Ron." 

He froze and pulled out suddenly, leaping off the bed and falling to 
the floor. 

Hermione sat up, her robe falling off her shoulders. 

"Ron? Ron what's wrong?" 

He was hunched over, pulling his hair. 

"I'm such a fucking idiot. Such a stupid bloody idiot." 

Hermione crept over the bed and crouched beside him, reaching out to 
hold him. 

"DONT TOUCH ME!" He screamed. She fell back to the bed and covered 
herself . 

"What's the matter with you!" 

He began to put on his jeans, refusing to look at her. 

"I told you. I told you I was a fuck up. And you let me do 
that . " 

Hermione began to boil with rage. 

"You were the one who kissed me, Ronald!" 

He whipped around to her. 

"Yeah?! Well I shouldn't have! I told you 1 always fuck up 
everything! Merlin what the fuck am I going to tell 
lavender ..." 


Hermione stood, anger pumping through her veins. 



"Lavender? ! What the fuck do you mean Lavender? You were engaged and 
supposed to marry me three days ago? You said it just 
happened ! " 

"WELL IT DIDNT JUST HAPPEN OKAY? ITS BEEN GOING ON EOR A 
WHILE ! " 

Hermione froze. He was huffing and his hands were curled into fists. 
Her face dropped and turned into shock, clasping her hand over her 
mouth. Ron faltered at her expression. He began to walk towards her 
when she backed up. 

"How long is a while, Ronald?!" 

He ran his hands through his hair, just as he did that day. He began 
to pace. 

"Euck!" He shouted. 

"How LONG is a while!?" She screamed, her own fists shaking at her 
sides . 

He bit his lip and stared at her, breathing heavily. 

" 6 months . " 

She began to feel bile burning her throat. The room was spinning. 6 
months. 6 months? That's just a few months after they were 
engaged . 

"Get out." She whispered, closing her eyes. 

"Listen, 'moine-" 

"I SAID GET OUT!" She shrieked. Her magic flowed through her and a 
gust of wind knocked him back. She waved her hand and the door flew 
open, rattling on the hinges. He began to back up as she grabbed his 
shoes and shirt. 

"GET OUT OE HERE, RONALD WEASLEY ! " 

He looked almost afraid, clumsily getting to his bare feet and 
stumbled out. She ran after him, throwing his shoes and shirt at 
him . 

"I don't ever, EVER want to see you again! Don't EVER find me ! Dont 
EVER say my name ! Don't ever THINK of me AGAIN!" 

She slammed the door in his face and ran to the bathroom, throwing up 
violently in the toilet and sobbed. 

She knew it was wrong. She shouldn't have even let him inside. But 
she did. She was a weak, pathetic accuse for a woman. How daft could 
she be? 

She retched until it was a panic attack driven dry heave and slumped 
against the bathtub, hitting her temples with her knuckles. 

_Stupid, stupid, stupid!_ 



She sat there for what seemed like forever, abusing herself and her 
foolishness. She let him take her virginity. Had he not already taken 
everything from her? 

No . 

He hadn't. 

She was more than just an attachment of him. She was smarter than 
this. She'd been through worse than this. Yes, it hurt what he did. 
But it didn't define her. She was more than this. She deserved 
more . 

She pulled herself together and got dressed, burning her sheets with 
her wand. She wrapped up the wedding dress in a package and dropped 
it in her bag, leaving the room with a new sense of self. 

She walked down to the bar and her first meal since the night she 
arrived. Tom happily gave her a large English breakfast, in addition 
to a side of bacon and endless coffee. It felt good to have some food 
in her, and only fueled her determination. 

She shopped around for books and everything she'd need for the job at 
Hogworts, stocking up on quills and ink in every color. She wondered 
into the pet store and bought herself an owl, a beautiful snowy owl 
that reminded her of Hedwig. She affectionately named her Artemis 
after the goddess of the moon and young maidens. She then ventured 
off and bought herself new robes and clothes, opting for more 
flattering styles than she'd ever given thought to before. It felt 
good to indulge in herself, and before she went in for the night she 
treated herself to ice cream, imagining all the endless 
possibilities. The future didn't seem so scary 
anymore . 


**Hello! So i honestly wrote this chapter like three times trying to 
figure out where I wanted to have Draco's side come in, but it just 
wasn't time. Hermione still had some things she needed to experience 
and deal with as far as Ron goes. BUT Draco will definitely be in the 
best chapter. So what did you think? Please review!** 


End 
f ile . 



